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Author's Notes: 
Okay, | admit this is a bit sadder than | intended it to be, but | can't resist how sweet | just know their over- 
the-phone relationship must be. | hope you enjoy! 


"We uh.we played.M-.Misery, tonight, you know for the uh-.Rock am Ring shit—" 

"Mhm" 

"| just wanted to.well | haven't talked to you in a long time, | felt, | guess an obligation to tell you about it" 
"You dont have to do that, man’ 

"Hts kind of your domain, though’ 


‘It's not my song, its yours." 


"| know, but-" 
But it reminds me of you. 


"Anyway. We never played it with you and | was just thinking about how weird that is. It doesn't.it doesn't feel 
right." 


| tried, you didn't want to. 

"Mhm" 

"You shoulda seen it, N-.Jase." 

Jason swallowed what felt like years of wasted time in one painful moment. He hadn't been called Newkid by 
anybody in so long, he'd completely forgotten about it, until James’ stutter. He didn't know what was worse, 
hearing it, or not. 


"Seen what?" 


"That crowd, man. Shit almost made me cry. I've never heard participation like that-| had them fuckin’ 


harmonizing. You would have loved it." 
Jason's chest ached and he almost considered hanging up, just to cover up his dissolving composure. 
"lll have to check it out." 


James figured Jason had forgotten how well he knew him. He knew when Jason was faking emotions, he could 
recognize it better than he could recognize his own habits. He knew Jason could speak the english fucking 
language, and he knew he was playing the disinterest card to get James to hang up. But he was the one who 
picked up the phone. He didn't know what Jason could have possibly labeled him within his phone contacts, but 
even if he kept it as an unlabeled, floating number, he must have known who was calling. Jason's number in 


James’ phone was labeled ‘NEWKID:. 

James was trying so hard to reconnect with Jason, he just didn't understand why it wasn't being met. 
"Anyway, | uh..yeah. | just wanted to talk to you about it, | thought, uh. thought you'd wanna hear about it" 
James lowered his voice, scratching the back of his neck. He was too petty to keep it inside but not daring 
enough to articulate. "I guess | was wrong. I'll talk to you later, Jase. Goodnight, er-..morning, | guess, where 
you are." 


"No-wait, James. I'm sorry, | don't mean to sound disinterested. I'm just..still waking up." 


Having his own hotel room was perhaps the greatest luxury of touring in his late forties. He could make painful 


phone calls at two am. all by himself, without anyone to answer to. He could avoid sleeping for as long as he 
wanted. He could kick and scream and throw shit as long as he was willing and capable to pay extra for 
damages, and he was. Right then, he was too exhausted to even process anger, much less violent anger. All he 
knew was that it was good to hear Jason's voice again, his sleepy, raspy voice. 

It'd been so long. 

"| don't wanna bug." 

"You're not bugging me. | like it when you call me." 


"Even if it's at.what? Like nine in the morning?" 


"Its almost ten, actually. Its my fault for sleeping in. Anyway, you-you said you had them harmonizing? How'd 
you manage that?" 


Jason had been sleeping in on purpose. He knew where they were, he knew that Rock am Ring was that night. 


"Oh, yeah, to the uh..to the slower part, the-the harmorics. | split the crowd in half and told ‘em to sing 
different parts. | figured they'd fuck it up somehow but it sounded pretty good. Really good” 


"Enough to move Hetfield the Mighty to tears, huh?" 
"Almost, | said. | didn't actually cry." 
There was a small chuckle on either line, that quickly died down into silence. 


James flattened himself out on his hotel bed, shirtless but still in his sweaty jeans and socks. Jason sat at his 


deck with a cup of coffee, in the shade away from the morning summer sun. 
"I think they would have rather you been there." 
"Me over Rob? | know it's been a while, but | know you're not braindead," 


"Rob has nothing to do with it," James interjected, staring at his ceiling with a pinch on the bridge of his nose. 


"I just think the crowds sometimes miss you." 
We miss you too. 
| miss you. 


"| don't think they care either way." 


"Well, | do." 

"Come on, James." 

"| do care." 

You didn't seem to care much before | left. 
"Fine, | believe you." 


There was some loaded silence, and then a shaky sigh. 


| wish you would have been there, Newkid" 


Jason didn't know what to say, so he said nothing, and waited for more from James. 


"I know that-that probably sounds weird, I'm sorry, you uh..you know what | mean, right? | mean, it seems fair 


that you should be there to play that song at least once, and | just kind of feel like | robbed you of-" 

| miss you." 

" what?" 

| said | miss you, James. You can't say it so | will. | miss you all the fucking time. It used to be jealousy and 
it's just not anymore, | dunno what it is. l'm just sick and fucking tired of you never saying it. You just beat 
around the bush and you don't make any sense when you do that." 


"S-..saying what?" 


"That-that you miss me! God, | know you fucking do, | know you better than this James, | know what you're 
trying to say. | feel like you forget sometimes that | know absolutely everything about you." 


James rubbed his face, in an attempt to urge some of the heat away. Jason taking some sort of charge over 
him reminded him of a time long gone, and the roughness of his aging hands running over the lines and wrinkles 


of his face only deeper solidified that those days were never coming back. They were over, and he couldn't 


even admit that to himself. 
| don't forget. | just don't like to think about it" 


"Why?" 


Jason sounded exasperated, desperate, exhausted 
"Because | can't do anything about it. | fucked it up" 

"Its not your fault 

"The way you've been acting for the past ten fucking years certainly tells me otherwise’ 
"Im sorry: 

"Don't be. | just-." 


James’ phone vibrated against his face. A message from Lars popped up at the top of his screen, "What the 
fuck are you yelling about in there?". He ignored it. 


"If you could read my mind like you think you can | wouldn't find it so hard to talk to you" 
"You'll feel better if you just talk to me, Het! 

That stung both to say and to hear. 

"| dont think | will" 


"Please, James, just get it off your chest. What's the worst I'll do? Honestly, what do you think | could do to 


you?" 

"You've done plenty." 

They both remembered scattered instances of James calling him from rehab, doped up and incoherent, only 
for Jason to pick up once or twice and hang up right after James’ bewildered ‘hello’. He never quite got to his 
real point, ‘You're the reason I'm here. 

"I can't do anything from here. Please, just tell me and let me help, if | can" 


"| think | need some time. To think." 


Jason tapped his fingers against his coffee mug in sync with his own intro to My Friend of Misery playing in 
his head. 


"It's been eleven years. You've had time to think." 


More silence, more violently soundless than the last. 


"Then-" 

James' heart felt like it was actually beating, for once. He glanced over to the hotel room door and saw no 
shadow underneath it. But his hesitation and crippling fear of vulnerability kicked in anyway, and he was nearly 
crushing his phone in his hand. 

"Then | miss you. You and I, we." 

We had something, | don't need to say that out loud. | know you know. 

We had something and | ruined it. | know you know that too. 

"| fucked up whatever we had." 

Clips and snips from the mid 0s played behind Jason's eyelids, as he shut them tight in the beam of the sun. 
James’ big, brilliant smile, his crinkled eyes, his red nose. Himself borrowing James’ clothes and not giving them 
back until they no longer smelled like him. Playing basketball outside of the studio, hiking in the mountains, 


meeting at cafés and coffeehouses for brunch, just the two of them. 


‘| miss everything. Shit isn't the same without you and.and | knew it wouldn't be, of course it's not gonna be, 
but you not being here anymore, fuck, it makes me feel fucking old, Newkid. It freaks me out" 


Soccer games between recording sessions, beach trips, nights where they were the only ones awake. Nights like 
this where James would spill his guts, only then it was in a drunken haze. That wasn't the case any longer. He 


was spilling his guts because he had to. 


"We're about to turn fuckin’ fifty years old. I've known you for almost thirty years, man, that's just not shit | 


can stuff down" 
Jason wondered if he'd had similar conversations with Dave. He had, only with flipped roles. 


"Like I'm not.l'm not fishing for your pity, | just fucking miss talking to you. | don't know who to talk to this 
shit about" 


"| can't come back, James." 
"I know you can't. | don't want you to. I'm happy with how shit is, | just want-.." 


A frustrated groan, only materialized out of over a decade of silence, bled through the phone to preface: "I 


fucking love you, alright?" 


Jason lowered his coffee mug from his mouth and furrowed his brow behind his glasses. 


"What?" 


"| miss you. Fuckin’ bad, Newkid. | don't like doin’ interviews by myself, | don't fuckin’ like goin’ backstage and not 
seeing your stupid ass smuggling food out of the arena. | hate it. | hate that | fucking care." 


"James, |-" 

"No, you shut up. You got me talking so l'm gonna fucking talk." 

Jason was stunned speechless. 

"| don't like getting old. | don't like watching everybody get old around me. | didn't..really feel like | was getting 
old until.until you weren't around anymore. My fuckin’ hair went grey right after you packed your shit. | had 
to reacquaint myself with fuckin’ society as a whole. It fuckin’ sucks, man." 

‘lm sorry.” 

"Stop apologizing! It's my fucking fault, you know that. You wouldn't have left if it wasn't for me. A-a.and I've 
had a long fuckin’ time to think about this. So | know..| know that I'm probably not gonna get anything out of 
admitting this to you but I'm gonna do it anyway. 

| think I've paid too much attention to you. | don't know what to call it. Love sounds stupid so that's not what | 
wanna say but | guess that's as close as | can get. | think about you all the fuckin’ time, | beat myself up over 
saying what | said and that shit haunts me everyday. | can't tell if | hate you or if | hate myself for how 
much I-.." 

James sat against the backboard of his hotel bed, tugging at the frayed threads of the knee holes in his jeans. 
‘lm not making any sense. l'm just gonna go to bed." 

"James, wait." 

"What?" 

"No, l.l get it. | understand completely, | do. |..to tell you the truth, James, | have a hard time talking to you 
because l'm like.'m ashamed of how I..how | think about you. | wish | wouldn't, there's no point, | mean, you're 
out there and I'm at home in my pajamas. That part of my life isn't.around anymore, and | made that decision, 
| did that for me. | just kind of wish Id gotten this from you when | was still around." 


"| couldn't do it then. Shit, | don't even know if | felt it then" 


"| did." 


Jason sighed and took a sip of his coffee. ltd gotten cold. 
"Then why did you leave?" 

James' voice was quiet, defeated. 

"Ive told you why. I've told everybody why." 

"But is that really why?" 

That was a clarification he never thought he'd have to make. 
"Yog" 

"Would you have stayed if | said something?" 

"LI dont know." 

"Even if it was before everything?" 

"W-..well how long has it been, James?" 

"When did you audition?" 

"Jesus Christ," Jason said, giggling his squeaky giggle that James had missed so much. "8b?" 
"Bb. At least | think so." 

"So.before Fran? Before-.." 

"Before Fran" 

"So you've." 

"Yeah." 

"For me it was even before that." 

"Shut the fuck up, Newkid" 


"No, I'm serious! Why would | have auditioned if | didn't care about you so much?" 


James noted that Jason had said ‘you' rather than ‘you guys’. 
"| figured you needed a place to stay." 


"God, | had a fucking dumb guy-crush on you. You made me so nervous, fuck, | don't even know how | was able 


to get through that audition" 
"You did?" 


"Oh, god, yeah. It lasted for fucking ever. It's still there. IHl always be there. | guess it just.it just got really 
hard after a while." 


" yeah" 

"| just never said anything because | know how you are. 

"What?" 

"You're just.! don't know. You're hard to read And you're not super forgiving. 
"Do you think that?" 

ee 


Jason set his coffee down and adjusted his glasses further up on the bridge of his nose. James kicked his 
socks off and shut the light switch, leaving only the dim, yellowish, bedside lamp on. 


"Im sorry, Jason’ 
"ts alright" 

"So," 

sens 

"So what do." 

James tried to relax into the hotel bed, but he was too fidgety within his own skin to calm himself down 
"What do we do now?" Jason finished James’ pathetically incomplete question 


"Yeah." 


"| don't know. Just keep going where we're going, | guess." 


James was silent for a moment while he gathered his thoughts. He stared up at the blank ceiling, and around 


at his empty hotel room. 
"Can | see you when we get back?" 

Jason looked out to his backyard. The sun was fully alive, and the heat was starting to creep in 
"td like that: 

"What's gonna happen?" 

"| don't know. | guess we're just gonna have to figure that out from there.” 

* you know what I like the most about living the way | do now?" 

"What?" 


Jason stretched his legs out and relaxed into his deck chair. "Not knowing what my future is gonna be like," he 


said. 

"How's that any different than life like ours?" 

"Well, you know, you guys play your gig, go off-stage and recuperate for the next one. | wake up not knowing 
what I'm gonna do at all, you know? Maybe I'll make coffee and do nothing all day or maybe I'll wake up to a 
call from fuckin' Germany. | have no idea what I'm gonna do tomorrow, you do. | like not knowing. And | know 
you don't like that." 

"| dont" 

"I think that's why this works for us, Het" 

The quiet felt less incendiary. 

J wish | knew how to tell you what I'm thinking. | can't do it even after thirty fucking years." 

"Its okay. It took about that long, but | think | know you well enough so that you don't have to." 


"So then you know how much it bothers me to hear that you're doing so well without me?" 


"I do know that. That's why | don't call you. | don't want to make things worse." 


"But it doesn't bother you that I'm still living the life you don't have anymore?" 


"No. And that bothers you too, right? That it doesn't bother me?" 


yes." 


| can't do anything to satisfy that, but | want you to know that | never plan on turning you away for anything. 
Anything at all but coming back to the band," Jason chuckled. 


"Well, there go my plans for twin bassist era Metallica 
Their shared sleepy laugh felt a little more whole. 


"If you can remember back that far, | haven't really changed at all. | mean, | have two rabbits now. That's 


about it" 
"| wouldn't want you to change." 
"| know." 


Jason's smile lines pressed against the screen of his phone. James could almost feel them, he saw them so 


vividly in his head. 
"What are your plans for the day?" 


"Uh, well, | guess I'm clearing up space in the studio and reverting it back into a guest room. At least, for 


whenever you get out of Germany. Then I'll probably move my easels outside. How about you?" 

"Ill figure it out when | wake up." 

"Since when do you take after me?" 

‘Since | realized you have some pretty heavy-duty blackmail against me now. Gotta get on your good side." 
Toothy grins, sleepy, bleary eyes. 

"You never left it, James." 

"Oh, shut up. | can only take so much ass-kissing for one night" 

"Fine," Jason chuckled. "Get some sleep." 


"Alright" 


James kicked his jeans off and allowed them to land wherever they wanted. He didn't need the covers, he had 
enough overactive body heat to warm the entire building. 


"IIl let you get back to your paintin’ and bunny wranglin’. Night Newkid" 
"Goodnight, Het." 
"Mm love you." James mumbled, grabbing at thin air for the chain of the lamp. 


"Love you too." 


